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The reception at Geneva was, as it turned out, a
prodigious triumph for Stresemann. Sky and lake
sparkled in the sunshine of a glorious day. A genial
and excited crowd thronged the small provincial
station where so many great personages had stepped
on to the platform. There were present not merely
the official representatives of the railway, not merely
the journalists, and the inevitable and menacing press
of photographers with their brandished tripods and
their film cameras like rattling machine guns* The
Ministers accredited to Berlin, who had come to
Geneva as members of their delegations, turned up in
full force to welcome Germany's Foreign Minister.
The anonymous intermediary between Germany and
France, Professor Hesnard, stood on the platform
with a smile of joyful expectation on his face, that
brought the stub of his cigarette in even more
dangerous proximity to his lips than usual; the
representatives of Switzerland, of the Canton of
Geneva, and of France, were jostled by the impatient
crowd, and duly impressed with the seriousness of the
occasion, for on that day a miracle happened: the
dignified citizens of Geneva remembered the League
of Nations and curiosity drove them to the railway
station. The German Foreign Minister in his grey
suit and soft hat, with the face of a typical lower
middle-class German, disappointed the crowd who had
never seen him before; but as his vivid gaze ranged
over the throng, his radiant smile flashed across his
face in answer to the shouts of welcome, and his hand
reached out in winning gesture of friendliness to
someone who stood modestly aloof, a surge of human
kindness and a roar of cheers rose up from the crowd,